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best under the circumstances, even if we had to crash.

1  did not see anywhere promising at first, but after a
few moments  I  spotted a tiny bare patch.    I leant
over to Farnan and said,  "What about that?"    We
were at 3,000 feet and a D.H.ga glides a fair way,
so we had a certain amount of time to prepare.

The patch of ground was miserably small, but there
was no alternative. Farnan made a good approach.
If he did not judge it perfectly, we should, with luck,
walk out of a heap of rubbish. I knew there was
nothing more to be done and I sat perfectly quiet.
In a couple of minutes it would all be over for better
or worse. *As I had nothing with which^tp occupy
my mind, I was strung up a bit. Faraan just dropped in
beautifully and I felt the wheels .^mining along smooth
ground. Then I saw a serrat^i bank coming, about

2   feet high.    We were approaching the end of our
run and our speed was now reduced to 10 miles an hour
or so.    But if there were a ditch on the other side of
that bank we should certainly go on our nose,    Farnan
chose the lowest bit of the little bund and swung towards
it.    I folded my arms in front of my face and waited.
Up  we went . . , and . . . down  on  the  other  side.
There was no ditch, thank the Lord.    Then we ran
on for another 10 yards or so, up another bank; and
stopped.    We got out, both a little excited, but both
very thankful.

When I looked round the country, it was ghastly
for forced landing; great dykes many feet high, wide
ditches full of water, and many other smaller dry ditches,
remains of* trenches and disused canals. However, I
1 saw we could have had a longer run on our patch, but
Farnan did the best jbe could looking from the air. I